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going home! .Whole battalions surrendered
to a handful of Germans. I have been told
how six or eight German motor-cyclists
turned up by surprise at the entrance of a
French barracks and told the sentry that
the men could go home if they surrendered
their arms; and about six hundred men did
so without a murmur. There were many
similar exploits of German motorised patrols
which raided the country far ahead of any
considerable force and could have been
driven off by a few shots; but the exhorta-
tions of the French authorities not to lose
your nerve if a German tank made an
unexpected appearance at your doorstep
proved of no avail.
The disorder soon became disaster. To
give a complete picture of it is far beyond
the powers of any individual writer; it
beggars description even if a genius wielded
the pen. Let a new Zola come and tell us
about this motorised hell. Let poets and
historians earn their laurels. I shall con-
tent myself with reporting a few modest
testimonies.
Here is the narrative of a research worker
in a world-famous Paris institute of physics:
"We had been waiting for the order to
leave Paris. You know that, for a time,
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